SUN AND HWANG HSING

The crash of shrapnel, the crack of rifles, the
red spit of the carbine, walls that trembled and
floors that creaked under the ever-increasing
weight of the dead; groans, shrieks, screams and
curses. . . . and there, in the midst of the crimson
bedlam of carnage stands Hwang Hsing, calmly
pausing for a moment in the lull of the battle,
now ... to count his living. It was the Alamo
all over again, but on a larger and more horrible
scale.

"Men, the night advances, and under its cover
we shall cut our way out; the reinforcements have
failed us."

There was no bitterness in the tone; I do not
think that it ever occurred to Hwang, in his cour-
ageous self-possession, that he could not cut his
way out with the Dare-to-Dies still surviving,
just as he had slashed his way in.

"Forward!"

With one supreme effort the Dare-to-Dies throw
themselves against the Manchu wall of soldiery,
who, bewildered at the suddenness of the attack,
for a moment double back on their comrades, thus
giving Hwang's men a chance to get the desired
opening. Carbines, rifles, and pistols are now
thro'OTi aside; even the bayonet becomes cumber-
some in those densely packed ranks of friend and
foe, while the trenching-knife and pick gleam in
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